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and the loo, where we play in a circle, like the hazard
on Twelfth-night, are insupportable. This coming into the
world again, when I am so weary of it, is as bad and
ridiculous as moving an Address would be* I have no
affectation; for affectation is a monster at nine-and-forty;
but if I cannot live quietly, privately, and comfortably,
I ata perfectly indifferent about living at all. I would
not kill myself, for that is a philosopher's affectation, and
I will come hither again if I must; but I shall always drive
very near, before I submit to do anything I do not like.
In short, I must be as foolish as I please, so long as I can
keep without the limits of absurdity. What has an old
man to do but to preserve himself from parade on one hand,
and ridicule on the other? Charming youth may indulge
itself in either, may be censured, will be envied, and has
time to correct. Adieu!

Yours ever,

HOB. WALPOLE.

Monday evening.

You are a delightful manager of the House of Commons,
to reckon 540, instead of 565! Sandwich was more accu-
rate in lists, and would not have miscounted 25, which are
something in a division.

1146. To GEORGE MONTAGU,

Strawberry Hill, Oct. 22, 1766.

THEY may say what they will, but it does one ten times
more good to leave Bath than to go to it. I may some-
times drink the waters, as Mr. Bentley used to say I in-
vited company hither that I did not care for, that I might
enjoy the pleasure of their going away. My health is
certainly mended, but I did not feel the satisfaction of itddress in the House of Commons,
